Louisiana 


Author: vondamagic 

Bands: The Mighty Mighty Bosstones 
Characters: Dicky Barrett 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Oct 05 2014 15:41:46 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Louisiana 


Author's Notes: 
inspired by old loveline/adam carolla show episodes where dicky was on. because they're bffs, and obviously i 


must construe all male friendships as friends with benefits. the mind of a slasher.. 


It totally figured. This was New Orleans. Home to all the psychics and magicians and voodoo witch doctor 
freaks. Bunch of softies. Of course some of it'd rub off on him, too. He, Adam Carolla, who could knock back 
sake and sushi like no one's business back home in LA, had fallen victim to a little soft-shelled crab. And now, 
he was doubled over on the couch under one of the Ponderosa Stomp Music Festival's tents, periodically 


vomiting into a garbage can while someone figuratively held his hair back. 


The only saving grace of it all was the fact that the tent he'd stumbled into after lunch just so happened to 
be the Bosstones’. (what a weird fucking coincidence, really, adam had initially thought. the bosstones? at a small 
festival lke this, deep down south? but maybe it makes sense, with the bosstones being the bosstones, and all. they 
never really did conform to anything) 


Which, of course, meant that the person providing him moral support right then was none other than one 


Dicky Barrett. Who, by the way, seemed barely affected by the N'awlins heat, the bastard. 
‘I'd call you my knight in shining armor," Adam gasped, coming up for air, a sheen of sweat covering his face, 
"but l'd like to hold onto whatever's left of my manhood right now" He cringed as another wave hit him, and 


he quickly bent back over the can again. 


Dicky, sitting in a folding chair beside him, laughed softly, carding his fingers through Adam's hair. "Been 


emasculated enough for one day, huh?" 

Adam resurfaced, swiping the back of his hand across his mouth. "Says the man who's stroking my hair." 
"Don't pretend this isn't the highlight of your day." 

"Well of course it is. My career's gonna be over in a few hours because my stomach is pussin’ out on me." 
Adam turned around on the couch, and his head lolled back against the armrest. "Ah god, | don't even wanna 
think about what KROQ is gonna say when | don't show up tonight..." 

"So don't." Dicky shifted his hand down to massage at the side of Adam's neck 

Adam side-eyed him. "What, so l'm supposed to just pretend this isn't happening?" 

Dicky shrugged easily. "In a manner of speaking.” 

"Dicky, don't play coy, | can't do that right now... 


"No, because I'm makin’ a bet with you." 


Adam blinked at his friend a few times. No smile was on his face. He meant business. He was also absolutely 


insane. 

Adam made a careless gesture with his hands. "Why not? Not like | got anything left to lose." 

"Ah, don't be so sure.” Dicky pushed his glasses back up on his nose from where they'd slid down. He pulled his 
hand away from Adam, got up, and moved the folding chair so that it was positioned behind the armrest of 
the couch. He sat back down and snuck both hands back onto either side of Adam's neck and began massaging 


lightly. 


"You got two things at stake, here," Dicky said, his crooked grin creeping onto his face when Adam sighed and 


relaxed into his touch. "Two things, if you can make it an hour without heaving." 


"K, lay it on me." 


"One is hosting the Festival.." 

"Oh, Jesus. You think | can still make it? Really?" 

"You havent lost your lunch for the past IO minutes. I'd say that's progress." 

Was it enough progress, though? Adam thought. Æ the Festival starts at 7 and it takes 40 minutes to get back to 
the Hiton after the | hour.. he tried to work it out, but his brain was going fuzzy. Dicky's fucking hands, 
though... 


"Wh - *yawn® - what about the second?" 


"Ah."Dicky worked his right thumb hard against a particularly large knot. Adam let out a satisfied noise, so 
Dicky kept at it. 


"Well," the singer said, letting his voice drop into that comfortable, husky timber that he was so fond of. "| 
figured you'd get the second one easy" And the Boston accent in full force, making the double entendre sound 
that much sleazier. 

Music to Adam's ears. 

And..other parts of his body. 

Adam groaned. "You fuckin’ bastard." 


Dicky laughed. "Keep talkin’, baby. Just keep talkin’ to me." 


This was New Orleans, home of the sissy magic shit, but Adam decided it had its merits. He'd gladly take a bit 
of a bellyache if it got Dicky Barrett into his pants without Adam having to lift a finger. 


